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He had begun to receive several sharp interior stabs of re-
morse as his eyes turned from Wizzie's little hat to Thuella's
large one, and the eagerness with which he developed his im-
proper theme was an escape from conscience as well as a re-
sponse to unwonted appreciation.
"As long as men have no feeling of personal jealousy," he
was remarking, "they soon learn to forgive the way women
bring down their pride. But women are always vexing them-
selves over obstacles to their possessive instinct that have nothing
to do with other women. They grow jealous over things, over
ideas, over ways of life in their men that put them at a distance."
Here he hesitated, catching a glance from Jenny that showed
he had gone too far. "Don't you think so, Mr. Cumber?" he
added weakly.
But it had become already abundantly clear that Mr. Cumber
was "a man's man" and that he regarded pother of this sort
about "the dear ladies" as an interruption of the practical
business of life. Our friend watched him now enjoying this good
Antelope fare and sipping his wine, and it amused him to note
how all the vibrations quivering forth into that pleasant room
from these soft feminine bodies, and from the fabrics that con-
cealed and revealed them, fell away, as if in the presence of some
non-conducting chemical substance, before the man's iron-
clad virility.
Mr. Cumber treated this point-blank question as if it had been
a Rabelaisian joke. He chuckled indulgently and assumed an air
as if this unconventional man of letters, who must be humoured
in his whimsies, had introduced the levity of the smoking-room
into this mixed company.
"Oh, come now, come now, No-man!" he laughed. "You
mustn't appeal to me when my daughter's here. Must he,
Dunny?"
DumbelPs mouth opened wide, as if a completely unknown
fly, some may-fly of an extraordinary appearance, had fallen
into his pool. He turned his head towards his flaxen-haired
wife.
"What I would like to ask Mr. Wye," said Uryen suddenly,
and something in his tone—perhaps the intonation of a man
about to speak to men on the subject of politics—caused Mr.
Cumber to assume his most alert office expression and grow
serious, "is whether you mightn't maintain that the Fascist

